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Some miles down the valley we came upon an old crumbling
village, laid out on a cleared slope and wrapped in sweet-smelling
smoke. Women were burning charcoal under mounds of earth, and
the smoke hung over the valley in slender throbbing veils. We
stopped here, and climbed up among the houses. The whole village
turned out,to greet us, they came crowding down on to one of the
sunlit terraces, tables were carried out under the fig trees and spread
with wine, bread, goats-cheese, nuts, raisins and dried fish. The
men, in white woollen sweaters and high leather boots, gathered close
around us, and the women grouped themselves at a discreet but ever
decreasing distance away. Children crawled naked on the ground and
black pigs ran snuffling hither and thither.

As we drank and nibbled our sharp-flavoured snacks, the talk
grew merry. Soon an old man began to sing, and another to dance.
Sweating and laughing, they showed themselves off; the tide of
excitement rose, and the dark faces of the women glowed and grinned
under the fig leaves.

'We'll get them to do the dagger dance/ said Fuller. 'Sort of
thing you'd like.'

But no, they couldn't; there was no music. I offered to play for
them, so they brought me -a violin. It was presumptuous of me, for
the intervals of their scale are peculiar and subtle, almost impossible
for the western ear to grasp. But they indulged me. A man leaned
low and hummed the tune into my face. It came to me in gusts of
wine and garlic. He repeated it several times until I was able to
give back the ghost of it. Then, while I played, they danced, and
the crowd grew denser, clapping its many hands.

There were two men in the dance, also a handkerchief and a
dagger. The dagger was driven up to its hilt in the ground, and the
two men, each holding to a corner of the handkerchief, skipped
round it. Suddenly one of the men began to bend backwards,
down, down, his mouth wide open, his throat muscles working. At the
extremity of his bend he gripped the dagger in his teeth and drew it
slowly from the ground. There was a loud shout at this.

Now the man with the dagger circled the other, panting, wary
and wild. He held the dagger in the air, he flashed it in the sun,
then he stabbed the other hard in the breast. There was a long
hissing of breath, shouts rose rapturously from every throat, and
the screams of the women flew up sharply together like a flock of
startled birds. The stabbed one fell heavily on his back, kicked in
the dust, and lay still. The other crouched over him and with
dagger reversed cut a vein in his ankle and blew to loosen the skin.
Then he began to draw long rippling lines down the prone man's
body, weaving his hand to the music. Down the breast and loins,
down the stiffened legs, the hilt of the dagger drew a pattern of savage